"Yes; but isnt it slower?"   ,
"Having eternity at my disposal, I am not in a hurry."
I felt that I was a fool not to have seen this. "Of course,*JI said.
"Excuse my stupidity."
He frowned again, and shook out his cloak a little. Then he
said, severely, "I am willing to answer your questions, and help
you to the fullest extent of my opportunities and information.
But I must tell you that apologies, excuses, regrets, and needless
explanations are tedious to me. Be good enough to remember
that nothing that you can do can possibly injure, offend, or dis-
appoint me. If you are stupid or insincere it will be useless for me
to converse with you: that is all."
When I had recovered a little from this snubbing, I ventured
to say, "Must I keep on asking you questions? There is a tradition
that that is necessary with gho— with people from— with ladies
and gentlemen from the other world."
"The other world!" he said, surprised. "What other world?"
I felt myself blushing, but did not dare to apologize.
"It is generally necessary to ask ghosts questions for this
reason," he said. "They have no desire to converse with you; and
even were it otherwise, they are not sufficiently in sympathy with
you to be able to guess what would interest you. At the same
time, as knowledge is the common right of all, no ghost who is
not naturally a thief or a miser would refuse information to an
inquirer. But you must not expect us to volunteer random con-
versation."	I j>~ "<» ^"£7
"Why?" I said, growing a little restive under his cold superi-
ority*
"Because I have not the slightest interest in making myself
agreeable to you."
"I am very sorry," I said; "but I cant think of anything to ask
you. There are lots of things, if I could only recollect them. At
least, the ones that come into my head seem so personal and un-
feeling."
"If they seem so to you after due consideration of my disem-
bodiment, you are probably a fool," he replied quietly and

